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CHARLES 


Duke, * of SOMERSET. 
\: Earl of HERTFORD, 
Viſcount BEAUCHAMP. of , HATCH, 


Baron SEYMOUR'of TROWBRIDGE. 


Chancellor of the Uruverſity of CAMBRIDGE, 


Lord High Steward of CHICHESTER, 
AND 


Knight of the Moſt Noble Order. of the-GARTE R, 


HE Ambition I had to teftifie to the 

j Wonld.bothb;the Veneration I owe to the 
Memory of ſo Excellent a Princeſs, and 

the Honour I have for the Worth of ſo Noble a 


Patron, has FS keg me, after a long Diſtruſt of 


my W/O and a juſt Apprehenfion of the Diſad- 
vantage I have in coming after ſo many abler Pens, 
(who have left me thu Way only unattempted by 
Themſelves) to lay my ſelf, and theſe my Endea- 
vours at Your Grace's Feet. 
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| Performance, both as the Head of that Learned 


| Your Gries hat evi War $4 beft Title to this 


Body, whereof I am aft unporthy Mehbet ; knd 
that Noble Fai, hd ta et Foot, 
I have the Honoxr. to depend. on q, and particalarly, 
iz Ore, who, with Ne Las, ad fo 
Eminent a Shate i tht Mokriifud, Soſernmhity that 
occaſron'd the following Lines, which, together with 
all the Labourt "of my Life, are humbly ett 
ded ro Your Graze's Patronage, by | 01] 
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+ IS paſt!— The diſmal Pomp of Gricf is done! - 


Sorrow and Art their utmoſt force have ſhown, 
And cvery Muſe with tributary Verſe 

Has well adorn'd the Great Maria's Herſe. 

Now let the Painter with the Poet joyn, 

With skilful Grict to frame ſome ſad Deſign ; 

All Arts muſt mourn the Great Maria's Fall, 

For ſhe encourag'd, lov'd, and cherith'd All. 


Thou, whoſe wiſe Art, and whoſe u icrring Hand, 
In ſpeaking Forms all Paſſions can command ; 
And by cach arbitrary Touch can move 
Our Grict or Joy, otir Hatred or our Love: 
Thou, whoſe juſt Pencil often has expreſsd, 
Of all hcr Sex the Greateſt, and the Beſt ; 
Whilſt cv'ry charming Feature did umpart . - 
New Wonders to our Eycs, new Beauties to thy Art : 
Change now thy Style, and let thy Pencil ſhew 
This laſt ſad Office to Maria due : 
Let no gay Object through this Picce be ſeen, 
For Dcath and Sorrow is the gloomy Scene, 
Mournful Attire, pale Looks, and weeping Eyes, 
And (could thy Art expreſs them) Groans and Sighs. 
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' Eirſt, Paineer, "OW the beautcous Sov'reign laid 
In reſtleſs Anguiſh on the Fatal Bed ; 
Shew how the rude Diſtemper wildly Preys 
On all che hallow'd Beaurics of her Face : 

Paint the fam'd Sons of Art, with watchful Eyes, 

Waiting cach Symprom of the fierce Diſcaſe ; 
In all their Looks deſcribe their pious Strife, 
Their Zeal to reſcue this important Lite. 
But Oh ! in vain their fruitleſs Skill chey try, - 
In vain their well-weigh'd Med'cines they apPly, 
Too weak to quell the potent Enemy : $ | 
The fair Out-works alrcady he has gain'd, 
Nor can the Royal Fort be long maintain'd ; 
Proud of his Force, he ſtorms her lab'ring Heart, 3 
Thence ſpreads Inte&tion round to cv'ry Part, 
And mocks the feeble Succours of their batfied Art. 


Then, all amaz'd, the Sons of Art preparc 
In ſofteſt Terms to utter their Deſpair. 
William, who in their Looks perccives his Fate, 
Unable to ſuſtain the mighty Weight 
Of his vaſt Grict, nor bearing to ſuryive 
So dear a Loſs, ſinks, and denies to liye. 


In juſt bold Strokes let thy nice Pencil ſhow 
The mournful Majcſty of Royal Woe ; 
Paint in his Face the Horrour that poſlc(s'd 
His Soul, and all the Tumulc of his Breaft : 
Death in all other Shapes be could deſpiſc, p 
Secure of Harms, and fearleſs of Surprizc ; 
But Oh ! He could not ſce it in Maria's Eycs. ( 
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Again reſtor'd, again the Hero falls, 
And blames the Skill which his loſt Senſe recalls ; 
Bids his fad Friends forbear th'unkind Relict, 
Which raſhly with his Life renews his Grict. 


Alone Maria bears the dreadtul Shock, 
Alone prepares to meet the coming Stroke ; 
Wond'ring ſhe views the fad Diſtraction round, 
And chides the Grief which in cach Face ſhe found : 
Then calls the Holy Men, who near her wait, 
Slow to pronounce the laſt Reſolves of Fate ; 
And ( for ſhe read their Meſſage in their Eyes ) 
Bids them 1mpart the Heavenly Myſteries : 
Void of all Female Fears, all Mortal Cares, 
Wants not their Counſels, but requeſts their Prayers ; 
For ſhe in Death no Terrour could deſcry, 
Who all her Lite had fludied how to dic. 


Then with her lateſt Breath 


She calls the King, defirous to imparc E | 
The laſt kind Wiſhes of her faithful Heart: b 
The mournful King with render Haſte repairs, | 


His Breaſt ſtill big with Gricf, his Eyes with Tears : 
+ She ſecs the Briny Tide protuſely roll, 


\4 

She ſees and ſhares the Tempeſt of his Soul ; | '* | 

Thi infectious Sorrow teaches her to grieve, » b'S 

Shc now begins to wiſh a ſhort Reprieve, ( * 
And tor his Sake could be content to hve. ji 
Fain would ſhe ſpeak Bur Oh ! her Voice affords vi 
No cafſic Vent to Thoughts too big tor Words. | 
She try'd But ſtill ch* imperfect Accents hung A 

On che diforder'd Organ of her Tongue. uk 

| : 46 

Here jo 

1s 

| 4; 

| 


| ——__ 2 


GAA OE OE E|EEECCEt SIC 


[6] 
Here, Painter, thy bold Art may well ſupply 
The Utr' rance which hard Nature did deny, 
And freely ſpeak their mutual Agonies 
In the fad filent Language of their Eyes. 


And now the Tyrant Death muſt excrciſc 
His laſt wild Ravage on his Bcauteous Prize : 
Till now the ſubtle Foc by flow Degrees, 
Though with ſure Force, her Vital Pow'rs did ſeize ; 
Till now his Rage, by ſome juſt Awe confin'd, 
Had ſpar'd the facred Temple of her Mind : 
But Oh! at kſt, impatient of Delay, 
And cager to pofleſs the Royal Prey, 
He ſnatches Speech, and Senſe, and Breath away 
Maria ſaw, and met the lifted Darrt ; 
(W<ll might it pierce, but could nor ſhock her Heart : Y, 
At laſt, uncqual in the mighty. Strite, 
In a ſoft Sigh She yiclds her ſpotleſs Life. 


Sec how defac'd the goodly Fabrick lies, 
Never had Death fo fair a Sacrifice. 


. So the proud Tyrant, who, like Death, docs try 


To rage in Univerlal.Monarchy, 

By boundleſs Luſt of Empire prompted on, 
Prepares 0 conquer ſome important Town ; 

His fierce Machines with dreadtul Force docs raiſc, 
Firſt ſtorms, and then demoliſhes the Place. 


Its wide Infection round the {laughter'd Town, 
Bur muſt thy umpious Malice climb the Throne | 
Could not fo large, fo populous a Stage 

Furniſh both Room and Fucl to thy Rage ? 


Crucl Diſcaſc ! Had not thy Fury ſown 
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Muſt thy bold Sacrilege afpire fo high, 
As to prophane Anointed Majeſty ? 
Had not Plcbcian Deaths thy Thirſt appeas'd, 
But muſt a Royal Victim crown thy Feaſt ? 


In various Shapes the wild Diſorder trace, 
Which cv'ry Heart declar'd in cv'ry Face : 
Paint the juſt Gricf which in cach Eyc was ſeen, 
Whilſt Some the Miſtreſs mourn'd, but All the Queens 


But Painter, like thy wiſe Apelles, ſpread 


A thick wrought Val round the ſad Sovercign's Head : 


For Oh ! What Pen, what Pencil can expreſs 

The Tranſports which his tortur'd Soul oppreſs ? 
No Tongue, no Art can ſpeak the boundleſs Grief, 
Above Deſcription, and beyond Belicf. 


And now the fatal News abroad is ſpread, 
And weeping Crowds lament Maria Dead ; 
Crouds whuch had throng'd before her Palace-Gate, 
To wait the dark Decrces of doubtful Fate. 
Fame takes their ecchoing Griefs at firſt-Rebound, ) 
Whilſt ſighing Winds proclaim the mournful Sound, 
And Univerſal Sorrow reigns around. ) 


Here, Painter, let thy $kilful Pencil draw 
The Venerable Founders of our Law : 
Shew with what deep Concern the Patriots meet, 
Forgetful now 'of Peace or War to trear. 
A (ilent Horroar all the Place does fill, 
And the great Bug neſs of the World ſtands till : 
The wiſc Reſolves which liſtning Nations wait 
Arc all adjourn'd, whilſt Great Mariz's Fate 
Becomes the only Theme of this ſad Day's Debate. 
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In mouratul Eloquence both Orders ſhow 
What to the Queen, whar to the King they owe ; 
And in their wiſe Addreſſes both preparc 
Tecxpreſs their Grict for Her, for Him their Carc, 


The Loyal City, and the Rey'rend Gowrr 
Condolc their Sov'reign's Loſs,and ſpeak their own 
Ifs and Cham offer their pious Tears, 

And pay the mournful Honours of their Verſe : 
Their Learned Sons with humblc Grief atend ; 
Theſe Noble Somerſet does recommend, 

The Muſes Glory, and the Muſcs Friend : 

Thoſe Valiant Ormond leads, in Arms renown'd; 
By Arts and Arms with Dcathlefs Lawrels crown'd. 
Each Province now deputcs 1 ics Loyal Chicf, 

To claim a SubjeRt's Share in William's Grit ; 
Each Loyal Chicf, with Trouble and Sarprize, 
Renews his Sorrows from ſad William's Eyes. 


By theſe great Patterns of juſt Sorrow ſhown, 


Next, Painter, to Whitehall the Scenc tranſlate, 
And in dark Colours paint the mournful State : 
Shew che fad Enſigns of Dead Majeſty, 

Which all around-1in diſmal Glory lic, ; 

Ar once to trouble, and to pleaſe the Eye. 

Herc lighing Crouds with curious Grict reſort, 
Who nc'cr till now went Sad from Marys Court. 
But ſhorten here this melancholy Scene, 

Our Gricfs already have roo tedious been ; ; 
And more of this black Pomp mult yer be ſeen. 


For now the fad Solcmnity proceeds, 
Which to the Weſtern Temple flowly Icads. 
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Paint an unuſual Blackneſs in the Air, 
' Where hov'ring Clouds in gloomy Throngs preparc ; 
The Glorious Grict below to vicw and ſhare. 


Sec how the Royal Vertucs all attend ; 
Each Royal Vertuc was Maria's Fricnd : 
Each Royal Vertuc hangs her drooping Head, 
Their deepeſt Sorrows All profuſely ſhed, 
And All lament their lov'd Maria Dead. 


Kind Charity moves ſadly on before, 
Follow'd by weeping Mulcicudes of Poor : 
Theſe were the Fay'rites of the Royal Fair, 
The daily Object of her Pious Care, 
As She ( alas, the Fate ! ) of their Deſpair. 
With Zcal their low Neceſſities ſhe ſought, 
With tender Speed her carly Succours brought : 
Thus with a large, and yet a prudent Hand, 
She ſcatter'd her wide Bounties round the Land ; 
And, like the Sun, munificently bright, . (Lighr. 
Where-c'er ſhe look'd, brought Plenty, Warmth, and 


Mourn Albion, mourn; thy deepeſt Sorrow's ſhed : 
Kind Charity laments her lov'd Maria Dead. 


Next of the Train Fair Piety appears, 
Her lovely Face diſguis'd with comely Tears. 
| Behind her weep the Sacred Miniſters 
Who to high Heav'n convey'd Maria's Prayers : 
Ott have they knelt before Maria's Throne, 
And from her Saint-hke Zeal improv'd their own. 
Maria oft their holy Labours prais'd, 
And oft, unask'd, their modeſt Mcrits rais'd. 
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The happy Church her firſt Regards did ſhare, 
Whilf her reſpectful Love did well-declare 
The Daughter's Reverence, and the Mother's Care: 


But Oh ! what Tongue, what Angel can rehearſe 
( Maria oft with Angels did converſe ) 
The wondrous Raptures hid from Moral View, 
Which only Heay'n, and Heay'n's bleſs'd Darling knew? 
When the fair Saint, in Tranſports unconfind, 
Diſplay'd the boundleſs Force of her enlarged Mind ; 
When, like Elijah's, her wing'd Soul did move 
In the bright Vehicle of Flamitia Love. 
Her Fellow-Saints with wondrous Joy look'd down, 
And with ſome high Reward prepar'd to crown 
An Ardour ſcarcely Second to their own. 
Twas all Hcav'ns Voice Maria ſhould be gone, 
T'adorn their Choir, and their Creator's Throne : 
They came, and call'd her to the Glorious Flighr 
Towards their fair Scats of uncxhauſted Light. 


Mourn Albion, mourn ; thy deepeſt Sorroms ſhed : 
Fair Picty laments her lov'd Maria Dead. 


Next, Painter, of the Venerable Band, 
Draw Wiſdom joyn'd with Fuſtice, Hand in Hand : 
Zuſtice and Wiſdom conſtantly were known 
The fair Supporters of Maria's Throne, | 
The two bright Jewels that adorn'd her Crown. . 
Theſe follow'd by Augafta's worthy Chief, 
No common Sharer in the common Grit : 
He by the two Wiſe Orders of our State, 
In awful Pomp of Sorrow ſadly Grear. 
Auguſta oft with Pleaſure has obey'd, 
With Pride ſubmutted whilſt Maria ſway'd : 

Oft 
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Ofc has ſhe view'd with Joy her riſing Pile, 
| The Glory of 'her Walls, and of our Iflc : 

Ambitiouſly ſhe urg'd the Builder's Haſte, 
| ' And hop'd, Cer few Revolving Moons were paſt, 
Marid's Preſence would her Altars grace, 
Maria's Pray*rs would conſecrate the Place. 
Ofr has our Senate thank'd the Royal Fair, 
| And own'd the Publick Safety to her Care : 

Ofc have they bleſ&d the Strong, bur Gentle Hand, 
Which could their Duty and their Loyc command ; 
As oft adnur'd the God-like Majcſty 


Thar govern'd with a ſweet and watchful Eye, 
; And could fo well Great William's Throne ſupply. 


Fearleſs they reſted, and ſecure of Fate, (Srans © #} 

Whilſt He abroad defends,and She at home ſupports the | \f 
Mourn, Albion, mourn ; thy deepeſt Sorrows ſhed : ; 

Juſlice and Wiſdom mourn their [ov/d Maria Dead. 
Strew all your Flow'rs, and moiſten them with Tears, þ 


| 


For ſec the Royal Pomp of Death appears, 
Inſulting proudly o'er Maria's Herlſe: ; 
Sce where the Gloomy Conquror fits on high, ; 
With ſullen Smiles, and horrid Majcfty; 4 
Views his Fair Caprive, and ſurveys his Stare, 
Whilſt weeping Princes on his Triumph wait. « 
The Purple Stceds their creſted Pride forget, F 
Forgct the wontcd Swiftneſs of their Feer 1 : > 
Slowly they move, with an unwilling Pace, 
And in their Looks a Humane Grief confcfs. | i 
With Tears the fad Spe&tarors all bchold, | + 

| Nor can the ſwelling Tide be now controll'd : 

Their deepeft Sorrows laviſhly they ſhed : = 
All ſee, and ſeeing niourn their lov'd Maria Dead: | 'L 
D But | - 


EEE 


$50 


But ſtay — What Virue $ that Dixinchy Grear, 
Supported neat in melancholy State > © ; 
Oh ! *as Eliſa, gracefully Severe, 
Lovely and Sad, as any Vircuc there. 
Eliſa, Great in Sorrow, as in Blood, + _: 
Laments the Fair, the Royal, and the Good. 


' Maria oft her Vertues would commend, 


Otr own her by the bappy Name of Friend: .- | 
Pleas'd m each ſhining Excellence to find | {77 
The juſt Reſemblance of her Spotkcls Mind. 02 
Well worthy She, of all, ro mourn in Chicf, « + 
Both from her Birth, her Honours, and her Gricf, + 
A dcep looſe Veil o'ct her fair Viſage flows, | 
Which hides her Sorrows, but, her Graces ſhows : 

So the bright Sun breaks through ſome (ullen Cloud, 
Whoſe envious Frowns his watry Glorics ſhrowd ; 
Nor can that Shade his Boundlets Beams. contin, 


At once he ſcems to Weep, at once does Shine. 


Ss 
Mourn, Albion, mourn ; thy deepeſt Sorrows ſbed . 
The Great Eliſa mourns her loz'd Maria Dead. 


, 


A Bcautcous Train attends the mournful Fair, 
Gricf in their Steps, and in ther, Eyes Deſpair. 
Theſe oft Maria's vacant Hours cryoy'd, 


( Wiſely her vacane Hours ſhe {bill cmploy'd) 
Ott have they prais'd th Bcaurics of her Mand, 


Where Mildneſs with Majetty was joyn'd ;' 


Where State with! eaſit Froeddrh did preſide, - | | 
Without the baſe Extrcams of Mcangch, or of Pride: 


Morn, Albiof, mourn ; thy deepeyl Srrows ſhed : 
Te Fair Aſliftants, wozr: your lov'd Matia Dead. wy 
Cc 


| 


[Tull deep-mouth'd Cannon the fad Silence break, * 
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The: Weſtern Dome Glates its Royal Gueſt, 
The faircſt Saint which:yer-igs Shrines. has-bleſs\d": 
Whit mournfal Muftck-ryractodious Sounds, 
The raviſh'd Senſe atronce delights-and wounds. 
Here, Artiſt,  withithy Sill couldpaint- eacn _ 
Which in ſad Notes fo-fweetly did-c 
( So Omphens rourn'd\whenihisdov'd Fair was' ſain.) 
Wiſh thou couldſt ſhew che Heav'nly Words that hung bo 
Upon the holy Preacher's charming Tongue ; ; 
Words ſweet as David wrote, and Aſaph ſung ; 
Words whoſe fad Eloquenes docs well relate, 
With plcaling Grief, the Fair Maria's Fate ; 
And with ſuch Life her Dying Vertues paint; 
We mourn the Sov'reign, but admire the Saint. 
So Ancient Rome, with falſe, but pious Pride, 
Her lefs deſerving Ceſar Deity'd : 
She hears his Death with Sorrow and Surprize, 
Till from the flaming Pile th unterter'd Eagle flics : 
Then, when th' Imperial Bird begins to ſoar, 
All own the God, and weep the Man ro more. 
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But now the Lateſt Honours all arc pay'd, 
And the dark Grave receives the Mighty Dead, 
There with her Hallow'd Anccſtors to lic 
Entomb'd in Reverend Obſcurity. 

Here a freſh Stream of flowing Grief returns, 
In ſpeechleſs Horrour cach Aſſiſtant mourns ; 
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And in loud Pcals a Dreadful Sorrow ſpeak : -- | l 
The ecchoing Air returns the mournful Sound, | 
And Uniycrfal Nature groans around, 
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Ceaſe; Painter, ceaſe—— Thy Widow'd Art give o'er ; 
In fil:nt Tears Meria's Death deplore, 
And vow a Pilgrimage for Years to come 
To Fair Marie's conſecrated Tomb: 
There undifturb'd ter her blef&'d Relicks lic, | 
Nor chink Margs's Name. can cver dic, ' it; ; 
Whoſe: ens BELL as Life, deſerves a FP 
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